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time, ha<3 fed her eyes upon the 'dear, dear land/ as
cliffs and fields and houses flashed upt^ the sight, yearn-
ing towards it with the passion of a daughter and an exile,
In those six months she had lived out t^ -first chapter
of her youth. She stood between two shores ol Mfe, like
the vessel from which she gazed; vanishing lights -nd
shapes behind her ; darkness in front.

Where lies the land to which the ship must go ?
Par, far ahead Is all the seamen know I